THE  UNQUIET GRAVE

mansards join the sombre Rue de Vaugirard. On by
the book-booths of the Odeon, by the shimmering
Fontaine de Medicis and the diners in the open air,
then through the broad melancholy twilight of the Rue
SoufHot to the cold splendour of the Pantheon, past
the blistered shutters of the Hdtel des Grands Homines.
There, behind the church, the Rue de la Montagne
Sainte-Genevieve, Via Sacra of the Latin Quarter,
winds steeply down the Founder's holy hill.

In the doorways sit families on their wooden chairs,
while from the Bal Musette where Fiesta began the
Java fades on the sultry air; then across the Rue des
Ecoles with its groaning trams, and so by the stews and
noisy wine-shops of the Place Maubert to meet the
Seine at the Quai de la Tournelle.

Quai Bourbon. Miserere. The He-Saint-Louis strains
at her moorings, the river eddies round the stone prow
where tall poplars stand like masts, and mist rises about
the decaying houses which seventeenth-century nobles
raised on their meadows. Yielding asphalt, sliding
waters; long windows with iron bars set in damp walls;
anguish and fear. Rendez-vous des Mariniers, Hotel
de Lauzun: moment of the night when the saint's
blood liquefies, when the leaves shiver and presenti-
ments of loss stir within the dark coil of our fatality.

'Porque sabes que sieinpre te he querido.*
Quai Bourbon, Quai d* Orleans, Quai d'Anjou.

Then came the days of ferrets with ribs like wish-bones
for whom we bought raw liver from the horse-butcher
in the Rue de Seine while they tunnelled round the
octagonal room in the Hotel de la Louisiane. They
pursued oranges, eggs and ping-pong balls and wore
harness with little bells; and from their number came
108